GOWPER AT OLNEY

And of God's cup thou drankest

The unmingled wine of Love,
Which makes poor mortals giddy

When they but sip thereof.

What was't to thee thy pathway

So rugged mean and hard,
Whereon when Death surprised thee

Thou gav'st him no regard ?

What was't to thee, enamour'd

As a red rose of the sun,                         10

If of thy myriad lovers

Thou never sawest one ?

Nor if of all thy lovers

That are and were to be
None ever had their vision,

O beloved, of thee.

Until thy silent glory

Went forth from earth alone.
Where like a star thou gleamest

From thine immortal throne,                 20
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IN this green valley where the Ouse
Is looped in many a silver pool.
Seeking God's mercy and his muse
Went Gowper sorrowful.

Like the pale gleam of wintry sun
His genius lit the obscure place.
Where, battling with despair, lived one
Of melancholy's race.